\u3ci\u3eThe Legend of Loch Ness\u3c/i\u3e: Part 2 by Wells, Sharon
Volume 1 Issue 2 Article 6 
1-15-1972 
The Legend of Loch Ness: Part 2 
Sharon Wells 
Follow this and additional works at: https://dc.swosu.edu/mythril 
Recommended Citation 
Wells, Sharon (1972) "The Legend of Loch Ness: Part 2," Mythril: Vol. 1 : Iss. 2 , Article 6. 
Available at: https://dc.swosu.edu/mythril/vol1/iss2/6 
This Fiction is brought to you for free and open access by 
the Mythopoeic Society at SWOSU Digital Commons. It 
has been accepted for inclusion in Mythril by an 
authorized editor of SWOSU Digital Commons. An ADA 
compliant document is available upon request. For more 
information, please contact 
phillip.fitzsimmons@swosu.edu. 
Mythcon 51: A VIRTUAL “HALFLING” MYTHCON 
July 31 - August 1, 2021 (Saturday and Sunday) 
http://www.mythsoc.org/mythcon/mythcon-51.htm 
Mythcon 52: The Mythic, the Fantastic, and the Alien 
Albuquerque, New Mexico; July 29 - August 1, 2022 
http://www.mythsoc.org/mythcon/mythcon-52.htm 
Abstract 
Young George Fiefield, an orphan of the Scottish North Sea shores, meets one night while strolling on the 
strand a sea-fairy, Shorala. 
Keywords 
Fiction; Mythril; Mythopoeic; The Legend of Loch Ness; Sharon Wells 
This fiction is available in Mythril: https://dc.swosu.edu/mythril/vol1/iss2/6 
f(l)~hen George first opened his eyes the 
~next morning he thought that perhaps the previous ni~ht's happenings had all 
been a ride on the dream mare, then he 
realized he was wearing the golden necklace of the Dolphin and he knew that it was not 
a dream. He thought of his sheep dogs, 
Leroy and Elroy. At home they usually slept on his bed or as close to it as they could 
get. He wondered how they would fare this 
morning. 
Young George looked around his new room. It was a high tower chamber. The view from 
his window this wond.rous morning was quite 
extraordinary. It was daylit,ht without, and from all over the North Sea, the Kingdom of 
Skul Skerrie, thousands of brilliantly dec- 
orated Mermaids, MeI'!llen, Silkies and Fish 
were coming to see him before he left. Their striking coats shimmered like alizarian· 
crimson. Their skins ~littered like Prussian 
azure. Georhe could see kaleidoscope lines of blue, green, yellow and red coming over 
the green s~a-weed pastures and hills. 
There was a knock on his door and 
Shorala entered. "Good morning, George," she greeted him. 
Today her voice was a bit deeper and there 
was a so~t of caring about it that focused 
around him. 
"Good morning, my Lady," he bowed. 
"Today is the Great Day •. " Shorala held out her jeweled hand. "Let us walk in my· 
garden." 
He took her soft hand and left with her. 
As they wondered and pondered through the golden gard~n they gazed upon silver sea- 
flowers and diamond-like trees. Shorala's 
gown was dripping with deep crimson rubies and sparkling with the small pink flowers 
which were splashed between the stones. It was quite a contrast from the loose, flowing 
gown Rhe had worn the night before. It was 
li?R. 2- 6 
~horala looked him in the eyes. Her own jade eyes were sparkling proudly. 
"We want you, .George, to kill or destroy 
Prade. We want him driven from the North Sea. It you cannot do this, no one can." 
At first George thought that it was all a dream and that he would soon wake 
up in bed on his little sheep-farm. Then he thought that maybe he was lying uncon- scious back on the beach, but as Shorala 
stood up and faced him, he knew that it 
was all truly happenin~. No one could imar,ine such loveliness. She kissed him 
on his forehead. The courage to fight 
welled up within him and his love of the sea bubbled up to the surface. "l shall fir;ht until death does take 
me awayt if need be," he said to those gatherea in the chambers. 
A large, bearded Silkie raised a cup in 
toast. "Then we shall name you, George the Dragon .Fighter, and wish you well." 
The other Silkies joined him at the table 
and Geor~o cou~d see that this was the be- ginn inp; of the l'arewe 11 Pa.rty. 
PART2 
CONTINUED 
Yourog George Fiefield, an orphan of the Scottish North Sea shores, meets one night 
while strolling on the strand a sea-fairy, 
Shorala. The beauteous sprite bears him in 
her shell-coach down to her undersea realm. Wearing the dolphin talisman she gave him, 
George finds he can breathe beneath the 
water. She asks him to riddle wi~h Wise Star Fish and spin Scottish tales for kindly 
Granny Herring. George complies, gladly it 
slightly puzzled. Arriving at her grand palace, George learns that Shorala is Queen 
of the Skul Skerrie Silkies, whose kingdom 
is threatened by the stirrings of the ser- 
pent Prade, and moreover that he is somehow 
involved in their plans to save their lovely realm. He waits for Shorala to explain. 
SYNOPSIS 
BY ifiAF\ON ~ELLS 
lfl-{E lEGEND OF 
ltoCI-{ J(ESS 
OR HOW GEORGE FIEFIELD 
BECAME 
PRINCE OF SKUL SKERRIE 
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And they were off. 
ls the Sea Dragon followed George and Shadowclass through the watery main he rememberad that he had neglected to ask where they were going, but bein6 a sleepy Dragon of very little brains at the 
time,. he decided it was of no importance, 
that he would win anyway. 
Several hours later when they were near the beach below his farm, Georee whispered 
in to Shadowglass' eai; "Land Ho I " 
Prade was following ri~ht behind, very sure of himself and angry with this li~tle 
bold man. As the water became more shallow, 
George jumped from Shadowglass' back and raced for shore. Reaching the beach, he 
looked around. It was a black night, not a 
soul taking a stroll along the pebble drift. 
He took the necklace of the Dolphin and 
carefully placed it in the pocket of his vest. George quickly climbed the steep 
path to his small sheep farm and looked 
back to make sure Prade was following. 
The Sea Dragon was half in, half out of 
the water trying to remember the old rule 
before going further. He might have remem- bered the rule which was so important, but 
"he was distracted by George who had come riding down on his grey speckled mare, Sara. 
"Come on, ye creaking dullard of a 
Dragon," he shouted above the crashing surf. He was acting brave, but he was terribly 
fright~ned and he could feel his heart beat 
in his throat. What if the Dragon decided 
not to follow? 
"Dullard, am I?" Prade yelled back as he darted clumsily out of the ocean and onto 
the beach. 
Turning, George rode inland as quickly as bis terrified mare could go. Prade 
.followed wondering why he suddenly felt so 
heavy.· The further on they went, the more 
difficult it became for the old Prade to breathe. Soon the Sea Dragon was draggin-g'' 
way behind on the heather and Geor~e was 
often forced to chase back to him and in- 
furiate hi~ enough to make him follow. At one such stop, Prade remembered the rule he 
had been trying to recall. He then knew he 
would die if he didn't get to water quickly, 
for that was the rule: 
"Without exception, Sea Dragons Live 
Not, Never, Nowise Upon the Land." 
f'>lR_J._ Continued Page 15 
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The Dragon was still astonished. "You 
must be a madman. I shall just eat you," 
he yawned. 
"So, you are a.fraid!" George turned 
to walk off as if disgusted. 
"No! j'iever," Prade stood up and 
stretched. "We shall race, I shall ·win, 
and then I shall eat you." 
Geor~e smiled at Shadcwglass as he mounted him. 11 All right," he called to 
Prade, "I'll race the first half by Sea 
Horse, and the second half by Land Horse." 
Prada stopped to think for a moment. 
There was some old rule in the back of his 
sleepy, angry head about land, but he was too muddled. "I' 11 remember it later," he 
'dec aded , 
"You count to three then we're off, you slimy green beastic," George laughed 
deeply. 
"Well!!" Prade had never been insulted before. "Fine. One, two, three." 
~fair young Silkie came to George. They had met only briefly the nip;ht before, and 
they went off toe:ether for it was now nearly 
time for George to depart. 
George was dressed in princely clothes 
and given a ma~~ificent cape of deep night- 
sky blue. A Sea Horse was presented to him. It looked much like a Land Horse, but it had 
the ability to breathe the water as a Silkie 
does. Its name "'as Shadow1;lass, for he had 
been named after his Great-Cousin. He was from the Very ~orth and he was the swiftest 
horse in all o! the Earth. 
George rode out amongst all his well- wishers. Looking back, he saw Shorala 
waving a crimson scarf from her tower window. He waved back and then turned Shadow- 
glass North towards the Sleeping Dra~on, with no weapons excepting his wit and a 
beautiful ruby rin~ Shorala had given him 
with the words that it worked by the power 
of Love. 
By night-fall he had come to a small cave where he and Shadowglass stayed with 
some friendly yellow crabs. 
The next day George came upon a high hill. Looking cown into the Valley before 
him he could see Prade sleeping araon~st his 
treasure hoard, for dragons, as we all know, 
are very fond of treasure as a bed. George dismounted Shadowglass and, sneaking up 
quietly, approached Prade. His only chance 
was to get at him before he woke up com- 
pletely, for a dragon of any kind was likely 
to be a bit dull-witted just after a five hundred year nap. · 
"Wake up," George shouted, "Ye sleepy- head of a dotard Dragon I 11 
The Great Sea Dra~on opened one huge 
eye and looked out sleepily. "What do you want, Little One?" he growled. "Go away or I shall eat you." 
"I am challenging you to a race," 
George called, "Or are you afraid to lose?" 
"What?" the Dragon got to his wobbly webbed feet. Gems began to fall from his 
scaled coat and belly. "I am Prade, afraid of nothing." 
"So then we'll race," George smiled. 
"George, you must win this fight by 
your wits," Shorala be~an. "Dragons of all 
sorts are clever, so you must be at your 
very best. We'll all depend upon you." 
"I would offer up my life," he said 
quietly, feeling that it wasn't enough. 
"Yes, I know," she whispered, turning 
her .face away. 
"I loved the sea before I even knew of 
you and all these beautiful folk. Now that 
I do know you, my love is strengthened a 
hundred fold." 
Her eyes met his for a moment. She stood young and strong like a lily, yet she 
seemed to suffer. George could not see that she cared for him more than he could dare 
hope for. He did not know that she had 
secretly watched over him since he was a 
babe left on the widow Killison's step. 
"You must prepare now," she said officially. Her caring was again hidden 
by the veil of her mind. 
George nodded and stood watching after 
her as.she departed. 
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~eorge left the sea and stood on the 
beach in his velvet-like crimson robes and magic rin~s. Around his neck hung three 
powerful necklaces: one from Sboro.la as a token of her love; one from Wise Star Fish 
as a token of acknowledgement of George's wisdom; and one from Granny Herrin~ which 
was a token of her affection. On his brow he wore a crown of gold and sea-flowers. 
Needless to say, his costume looked out-of- place on his little Scottish farm. 
He spent a good deal of the day strolling 
the hills. At last, he climbed up to his 
farm house and sat down at his kitchen table to write a letter to his friends. dhen he 
was finished he took a last leisurely stroll across to the barn and spoke kindly to his 
mare, Sara, who had helped him win the race against·Prade. 
The sun began to set behind the hills. He had to leave now. As George walked back 
to bis farm house he saw his neighbor, Mr. 
Kern, who was tendin~ the flocks along with 
George's two dogs, Leroy and Elroy. 
"Hello, Mr. Kern," he called gaily. 
"Say, it's George, is that not?" Mr. 
Kern came quickly over. "But, what are you 
wearing, son?" 
"I have been maQ..e a Prince of Skul Skerrie," his voice sounded softer to Mr. 
Kern. "And I shall live under the sea from 
now on. The North Sea is now my home." 
"But you can't, son," Mr. Kern thought 
that George had gone mad. 
"I've come to give my farm to the young Starlem," George continued, "I shall leave 
/Yl~2- 15 
George fingered his necklace of the 
golden Dolphin. "Wouldn't this do? I can take it off when I go inland and leave it on when I'm with you." 
"No." She shook her head. "You would grow old and I would stay young. We Silkies 
are immortals. Even if that were not so, a mortal is allowed only five days of lite 
under the sea, Your time shall bs up in 
just ten more hours." 
Geor~e looked away from her and in doing so he looked up towards the sky far above the 
water's surface. It was morning. The light shimmered softly through to the two of them 
as they sat in the shelter of Shorala's 
radiant garden. 
"I must stay with you, Shorala. I have no choice, for I love you," he confessed. 
"Then you shall stay," she seemed to glitter before him as she sm i.Led , "Poz- I 
love you too, but did want to be mannerly, not bold, or I would have said so upon our 
meeting. I have so much to tell you." 
Then Shorala spoke in a soft happy voice to George for ~any an hour and she told· 
him of his parents Who bad died at sea when 
he was but a few days old. It had been 
Shorala herself who had taken him safely to land and to the home of the widow Killison, 
for she was a good woman and much aquainted 
w~th the maGiC of the sea. 
That ni~ht in a ceremony which is held in the deepest secret, George became a Silkie of the First School of Skul Skerrie. 
He was then gifted with one day on shore to sell his farm, or give it away as he chose, 
and to take care that none of his animais were left homeless. 
@5~ 
~~(hen George arrived back at the Royal · W Palace there was g.reat rejoicing for 
many days. He was barely given a chance 
during the festivities to see Sborala. Too many fish and sea folk were trying to 
get close enough to hear his story. Many a 
minstrel had put his tale to song', 
Finally on the third day of celebration he had a chance to be alone with Shorala. 
"George, you must now make the choice: 
to stay here, or go back to Scotland," Shor- 
ala told him as he held her hand. He knew the decision would soon come to him and he 
was loth to hear her speak of it to him. 
"I do love Scotland," he looked into 
her deep green eyes, "but I love all this core. I would give up anything for th_e sea." 
"But, you must understand that if you 
stay you must become a Silkie," she said 
hesitantly. 
"That should keep him for a while," George spok~ kindly to his tired mare, 
"loch ~ess is bottomless." 
The Legend of Loch Ness 
"Help me, I'm dyin~," Prade called out weakly. 
• "tollow me, I'll take you to water," 1.1eorr.e called, "You' re an old rascal and 
you need to ce tau~ht a lasson. Don't think your size qualifies you to ro bothering the smaller animals." 
".i<nythini;: ••• just water," Prade called ash& stood up on wobblin~ feet. 
"~ight there," Gecr11;e pointed ahead, "it's a loch. You'll be happy there." 
Prade rushed forward with his little re~aininr. strength and just made it into the water in time. 
"Now," Geor;;:e called back, "You'll be contained here forever, for you can never breathe one more breath out of water." 
"Yes, I know," Pr-ade began to cry, "all my treasure left behind." And, still crying, Frade sank down to find the bottom of the loch. 
So Johr. returned with his new treas- ure to the old farm, where he lived the rest of his days and married 
and raised a family of many sons and as many 
dau~hters. His household prospered for he was always ready to ask advice or to give it. 
But the jewel he kept, in its box on the high shelf at the back of the closet. After all, 
he mir,ht so~eday have need of it. But to give it, not to use it. 
One Stayed Home 
When he bad finished speaking, the sage 
remained standing for a bit, gazing out the window (but at nothing in particular, John thought), smiling softly, but to himself. 
Then he seemed to be aware of the room and of John once more, and with pleas of other 
matters to attend to, turned back to rear- 
range his stacks of fluttering papers. John 
found himself on the front step once more, 
bein6 surveyed by the owl, who was on guard once more. ne turned to~ard home, as he went 
smilin~ more and more, his own eyes shining 
with a glow like the eyes of the elder, or 
reflectin~ the lustre of the jewel that both 
had seen. 
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~())ut the traveller to Apple- 
J())cote this night was neither weary nor afraid. and he 
whistled as his pony plodded onwards toward hom~. He would not reach Knobbles until to- 
morrow noon, nor Juniper Hill 
till close on sunset, but his pockets were full of copper 
coins, his wallet of bread and sausage, and his heart of high 
spirits, for he h~d sold all 
of his wares at the Castletown Fair, and his mother would be 
well pleased. He was a farmer 
and woodcarver. his name was Nicholas Silverseed, and he 
would be eighteen years old the day after tomorrow. In 
half an hour he would turn off the road, tie up the pony and 
roll himself in his cloak for the night, but the first stars 
had peeked out to grin at him, 
and there was a sharp rind of moon daring him to entertain 
it. Nicholas smiled a secret 
smile and accepted the chal- 
lenge with ~lee, for next to Old Martin and Oliver Gill he 
was the best rhymer and riddler 
from Candlewick to the ·rhree- 
ding Downs, and he would make 
that shining crescent so drunk with laughter that it would 
set half an hour early. He paused for a few moments, collecting his thoughts, and 
then began to rhyme, impro- vising on an old tale according 
to custom. The song was a simple one, nothing so witty 
as those he had composed for 
the four feast tourneys in 
Knobbles, nor even as those 
() - /VJ s-; .i: 
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]Beyond the grounds of the royal residence, lights were pricking in the dusk. 
Thorn Brook foamed swiftly under the bridge of'Castle- 
town, swirled about the 
stone pillars below gnarled, 
jostling houses sleepy with lamp[!:low and the warm scents 
of kitchens, snickered at 
the placid mullioned panes as 
it scurried toward the far- off sands. Secret noises 
woke in the woods and fields, rustling the sun away from its 
last farewells to tree and 
tile; the watchmen, warned, chased the last merrymakers 
out of the marketplace, now 
littered from the day's 
festivities, and fastened shut the gates at the town's 
outer end, barring strangers 
and shadows from King Toby's 
bridge. Along the parapets small lanterns swung, reflected 
in the darkening water, to light the way to the castle 
for any late-riding ~essenger. 
The outward road to Kettle- 
ford lay dim in the March 
twilight; no lamps lit the 
stones and holes for horses here. The little paths to 
Applecote and Meadowgarth were 
darker still• hed~ed round w~th hawthorn, bramble, whitethortt 
higher than a pony's head; 
beyond them, farms lay snug- 
gled in the hollows and the 
cloughs. breathing tame assur- ances of dung and firelight, 
bolsters and thatching, to 
tired and lonely travellers. 
Blackbird Pie 
eur-m ns; to the nurse, "see 
that her ~i~hness does not overeat at dinner; I would not wish her to suffer from 
indiv.estion as well as from 
headache. Until later, Cla- 
rissa." 
"Until later, madam," murmured Clarissa, curtseyin[!: 
a~ain as her mother swept out the door, and oaking a face 
as it clicked shut. 
§ o. she was to have one of her nurse's awful potions, and on top of that, she 
would not be allowed to eat 
properly! Clarissa had a 
hearty appetite, which the queen considered unladylike. 
and as a result it seemed to the princess as if she were 
always hungry. Today her 
friends in the kitchen had all gone off to the fair in 
Castletown, so she had had 
no snack at tea-time. and her 
stomach was beginning to growl, with little hope 
ahead of her being able to 
comfort it. Was it really 
more ladylike to have a growly stomach than to eat 
a big meal? Clarissa didn't 
think so. She picked up Muffins with another deep sigh and followed her nurse 
into the sitting room of her 
chambers where the potions 
were kept. 
Geor;.e tora away and dove into the waves to meet Shadow~lass. The Kerns stood staring l at the incomini:-: sea for quite some time. I 
'"He's irone now, " Mrs. Kern said very L ~ .. 
.@"oon after Geor1Ze and Ghorala were .lg)married and even today they rule the 
North Sea, and they are wise and just 
rulers. As for Prade, he's still diving around in Loch Ness, looking for 
some sort of treasure to sleep on, and the bottom. 
EPILOG 
you in charge of it. You may have the mare 
if you want her and Elroy and Leroy. I must 
go back to the sea now; my time is almost up. 
I've spent cost of it roaming the hills." 
"Why, Georr:e Fiefield, where have you 
been?" Mrs. Kern cried as she came from 
behind the barn. "Little Mary has been over 
to see us askini;.: if we've seen you." 
."l must [!:O." Georr,e be~an to feel as it 
he was chokini;. 
"Hold him back, Frances," Mr. Kern called to his wife. "He thinks he can live 
in the water." · 
~r. Kern r,rnbbed Geor~e's arm as he :.ried to run for the path down to the beach. 
"No, let f;O," Geoz-ge r,asped. He was suffocatin~ on the land. Pulling with all his r:iL~ht he tore loose and ran down to the 
sea. ~~r. and !-:rs. Kern and the two dogs 
raced dovn after him. "Goodbye forever," 
~eo~ce called back, "I've ~ot to go now." 
"ho1 lad, ~·ou're sick." Mr. Kern pulled his cloak as they stru1Z~led in the sur r , "Why, your cloak's not getting wet," 
~r. Kern realized. 
aottl7. 
"Yes• but I have a feel in' that he's 
havin' himself quite a good tinie." Mr. Kern 
looked at his wife. She looked up at him 
surprised. ~He said something about being 
the Prince of Skul Skerrie." 
"But Husband. that's only a legend. isn't it?li 
"We' 11 never knov , I giaas • " He put 
his wool cap on , "But , now I think it's 
time to r:et the herd in." 
They walked back to the farm. each deep 
in his own thou~hts. 
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